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the early mornings. However, we started off. I
seemed rather heavy, I got off on the South Aero-
drome, parallel to the sheds towards El Maza, the place
where that splendid officer General Groves was killed.
I swung to the right a bit and noticed how difficult it
was to stop a right-hand swing at full load; and how
with absolutely full left rudder, the Vernon took a long
time to get in hand- I soon found it difficult to see the
D.H.ga, as it kept getting lost in the swaths of the
floating grey canopy of cumulus. I also found it difficult
to make a good course when flying so low, as, if you
cannot see much of the cultivation at once, the irregularity
of its contours tends to confuse you. About opposite
Bilbeis, I saw the sun trying to break through the
clouds, and orange shafts of light shone wanly on to
the undulating sand hills to the east, Then the clouds
gradually lifted and broke, and crossing the desert
between Tel el Kebir and Kantara I climbed up to
2,000 feet and saw the great white cloud sheet from
above. There were gaps in places, but not very large
ones. The weather report said it was clear over Palestine,
and I wondered when the clouds would end and if it
was safe to try and steer above them, I hardly saw
the Canal: just one glimpse of its parallel sides through
a gap in the clouds. But at Romani the cloud sheet
dwindled and passed behind us. From there onwards
it was perfect weather. The glare of the eastern sun
was rather intense.

We passed along the coast, with the myriad sand
dunes on our right, like a pattern of infihite complexity
dotted all over with little bits of scrub and odd palms.
Away to the south were the grey lines of rugged hills,
lying like dark fish in a whitish golden haze* But their